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events made life worth living. And yet extended
travelling inevitably lays one open to such depriva-
tions more frequently than ordinary routine life, for
it is but natural that of the thousands we pass on
the broad highway of the world we should now and
again come across one or two who seem to have this
mystical attraction for us and to part from whom
would be a real trial, almost a calamity to us. In My
Missionary's case, however, I was spared that trial,
at any rate for that evening; for she was to be
stationed in Corea and I was passing through it on
my way to China, and so we knew we would be meet-
ing once again before parting finally.

One afternoon I left Tokyo for that far-famed
sacred city of Nikko. It is some three hours' run
from Tokyo and that being my first experience of
the Japanese countryside I watched each mile of the
way with keen curiosity and noted in a general way
the characteristic features of the Japanese landscape.
Of these the most remarkable and the one that
struck the outsider at once was the diminutive size
of all one saw around one. The hills looked mere
hillocks, the rivers barely rivulets, the trees really
hardy plants, the cottages verily children's play-
houses, the bridges purely ornamental, the roads
simply enlarged walks and the little folk who worked
in the fields and the little children who played by
the cottage-doors were all of a piece and looked mere
dwarfs of men and children. Everything everywhere
appeared on a miniature scale and as if in a state of
arrested development. This in the case of any other
people or country would assuredly have made the